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We are to be new-wedded.    Pour with me Libation that we love not fruitlessly/'
So said, she took the well-filled cup and
poured, And    prayed,    saying,   " O    Mother,   not
abhorred
Be this my service of thee.    Count it not Offence, nor let my prayers be forgot When reckoning comes of things done an<^
not done
By me thy child, or to me, hapless one, Unloving paramour and unloved wife !"
" Her6, to thee for issue of the strife ! " Cried  Paris then, and  poured.    So  Helen
went And let her maids adorn her to his bent.
Then took he joy of her, and little guessed Or cared what she might give or get.   Possest Her body by his body, but her mind Searcht terribly the issue.    As one blind Explores the dark about him in broad day And fingers in the air, so as she lay Lax in his arms, her fainting eyes, aglaze For terror coming, sought escape all ways. Alas for her!    What way for woman fair, Whose joy no fairer makes her than despair ? Her burning lips that kisses could not cool, Her beating heart that not love made so full, The surging of her breast, her clinging hands : Here are such signs as lover understands,